GENERAL  EDITOR'S  PREFACE
the Lobby of the House of Commons is the scene
of many picturesque ceremonies, the daily procession
of Mr, Speaker preceded by the mace and accom-
panied by his chaplain and secretary, or the periodical
visits of Black Rod, who has the door of the House
solemnly slammed in his face that he may knock
thrice before summoning the Commons to the House
of Lords, But the most impressive spectacle I ever
witnessed there was on a summer afternoon some score
of years ago. As I was making my way out of the
House I was suddenly brought face to face with
Li Hung-chang, who was being ushered in to hear
a debate. A wondrously tall, beneficent-looking
stranger from another world he seemed—glorious in
his blue robes, dignified in his gait and bearing, and
beaming with courtly smiles of appreciation at all he
saw. For distinction of appearance it would be hard
to think of any man of this or the last generation to
approach Li Hung-chang. It was not that he gave you
the impression of great achievement or personal power,
but his mien conveyed a sense of-personal dignity as
of some deroi-god self-sufficient and detached, yet
suave and condescending' to^ struggling mortals.
In this respect he seemed to typify much that is
peculiar to his'still mysterious country* When we
were barbarians ^stained with wpad, the Chinese had
long enjoyed a civilisation in some aspects higher
than ours even at the present day!, ahd with all their
political vicissitudes they have always cherished a
nigh standard of culture, a sense of superiority to the
rest of the world, and a personal dignity unruffled by
political cares of their own of other countries. These
characteristics were, no doubt, largely due to theii
isolation, As reported by Mr* John Bell, whc

